OUR  THEATRE  LANDLORD
of self-respect would demand an  explanation of treatment as I have received from you    Come now are a brave girl   an honest girl-?tell me   plea you avoid me as if I were the plague.   Why, good your eyes are all but jumping out of your head! you afraid even to be seen listening to me?"    Suddenlv he stopped, his own words had given him an idea     Hi* eyes snapped angrily.    "Well, I'll be blessed!" he ex claimed;   then he came closer.    He took my hand and asked: " Miss Morris, have you been putting these slights on me by order? "                                                     s
1 was confused, I was frightened; I remembered the anger Mr. Gould's presence had aroused, and this was
an actual breech of orders.    I stammered:   "I__oh, I
just happened to be busy, you know."
1 glanced anxiously about me; he replied: ** Yes, you were very busy to-night, sitting in the green-room doing nothing —yet you ran as if I were a leper. Tell me, little woman — don't be afraid — have you been obeying an order? "
41 If you please — if you please!" was all I could say. He looked steadily at me, lifted my hand to his lips, and said, with a compassionate sigh: " Bread and butter comes high in New York, doesn't it, child? There, I won't worry you any longer, but Brother Daly and I will hold a little love-feast over this matter." And with a laugh he returned to the green-room, where I could hear him singing " Lucy Long " to himself.
A fortnight later, finding hinaQ^ain surrounded by the company, he laughingly called out to me: "Don't run away, the. embargo is raised. It won't cost you a cent to shake hands and be friendly!" And as I seated myself in the place he made beside him, he added, low: And no advantage taken of it outside the theatre.'